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my side, and tears of gratitude and suffering gushed in
mingled torrent over his rugged cheek. A coffin had been
made ready, under the hope of final success; and therein
we reverently laid the disfigured carcass of one who, a
little while before, had been the young and joyous inmate
of a fond and happy home. We had to clamber up a steep
and difficult pathway along the cliff with the body, which
was carried by the bearers in a kind of funeral train.
The vicar of course led the way.1 When we were about
half-way up, a singular and striking event occurred, which
moved us all exceedingly. Unobserved, for all were intent
in their solemn task, a vessel had neared the shore: she lay
to, and, as it seemed, had watched us with night-glasses
from the deck, or had discerned us from the torches and
lanterns in our hands. For all at once there sounded
along the air three deep and thrilling cheers! And we
could see that the crew on board had manned their yards.
It was manifest that their loyal and hearty voices and
gestures were intended to greet our fulfilment of duty to a
brother mariner's remains. The burial-place of the dead
sailors in this churchyard ^is a fair and fitting scene for
their quiet rest. Full in view, and audible in sound, for
ever rolls the sea. Is it not to them a soothing requiem that
Old Ocean, with its everlasting voice,
As in perpetual jubilee, proclaims
praises of the Almighty?
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The praises
Trees stand, like warders, beside their graves; and the
Norman shingled church, * the mother of us all' dwells in
silence by, to watch over her safe and slumbering dead.
And it recalls the imagery of the Holy Book wherein we
read of the gathered reliques of the ancient slain: ' And
Rizpah the daughter of Aiah took sackcloth, and spread it
for her upon the rock from the beginning of harvest until
water dropped upon them out of heaven, and suffered
neither the birds of the air to rest on them by day, nor
the beasts of the field by night.'
A year had passed away when the return of the equinox
admonished us again to listen for storms and wrecks.
There are men in this district whose usage it is at every
outbreak of a gale of wind to watch the cliffs from rise to
set of sun. Of these my quaint old parishioner, Peter
Barrow, was one. On a wild winter day I found myself
1 With cross going before him, in his surplice, reciting
psalms.

